SO                  A DIGIT OF THE MOON:

he went back to his tree? and the king scolded his
daughter in private.

But the very next day the king's daughter passed
again by the tree. And seeing the ascetic hanging,
in spite of her promises to her father, her former
hilarity returned upon her mind, and she laughed
louder and longer than before. So the ascetic went
again to the king, who, pale with terror, managed
with difficulty and the most abject apologies once
more to appease his wrath. And he returned to
his tree, and the king again scolded his daughter,
who promised never to offend again.

Then for two days Hasamurtf went and came
by another road, to avoid the opportunity of giving
offence to the ascetic. But on the third day she
forgot, and once more came past the tree, and saw
him hanging. And suddenly, as if inspired by
Shiwa himselfd, she burst into a peal of laughter,
and she continued to laugh as if she was mad,
even after she had entered the palace.

So the ascetic got down from the tree, and went
to the king. And he said: O king, certainly your

<* Attah&sa^ ' loud laughter/ is a name of Shiwa. Kalidas
(in his Cloud) v. 62) compares the snowy peaks of Mount
Kailas to the laughter of Shiwa * rolled into a ball/ (Note,
that laughter is always white in Sanskrit poetry.)